My husband tells me he wouldn't describe his own experience with my illness as suffering, but watching me suffer has caused him to be upset, worried, and uncertain. He describes the time between diagnosis and surgery as terrifying. He settled down during my treatment because he felt I was being looked after. His emotional stress has recently resurfaced as I've grappled post-treatment with my own value and worth.
I realize that nobody ever asked my husband about his emotional pain. He came with me to all of my medical appointments. Except for introductions, no clinician spoke to him directly or asked him how he was doing. He often sat invisibly in the chair in the corner of the clinic room.
I call my daughter, who is now a third-year nursing student, to collect her thoughts on suffering.
"Suffering is a harsh word," she muses. "But then I think suffering is part of being human." She is wise beyond her 21 years.
"I was really sad when you were diagnosed," she continues during our tearful conversation. "It is painful to see the ones you love suffer." She says what helped her was when she had something to do-even small things, like sitting with me, helping me read my pre-op pamphlets, or changing my dressing after my surgery. She asks me to tell you, as nurses, how important it is for family members to feel acknowledged and useful.
The love of my husband and children has taught me that kindness is a salve for emotional suffering. There were small moments of kindness in my cancer experience in health care. The mammogram tech stroked my hair during my biopsy. The radiation therapist covered me with a warm blanket before treatment. My medical oncologist gave me an impromptu hug. My family physician randomly phoned just to see how I was doing.
In contrast, there seemed to be no space to acknowledge my pain within the hospital environment. I felt like I was just another generic middle-aged breast cancer patient. My breast surgeon had no time to see me after my surgery. I was in and out of my oncologist's office within minutes. My radiation therapy appointments were only 12 min long. I was allotted only four counseling appointments with the therapist at the cancer hospital.
I was wholly unprepared for all of this. Not one clinician sat me down to say "this is hard." My tumor was treated well, but as the person who carried the tumor, I was rarely considered. I thought I was losing my mind. It wasn't until I finally spoke to a therapist that I was told: "All that you are feeling is normal." "Really?" I said tentatively. "Yes," she said firmly and added, "you are minimizing your own pain. Let's talk about it." "Let's talk about it." Four small words. I only began healing from cancer when I was given permission to feel again, to not be strong, and was allowed to acknowledge my own suffering. Avoiding pain does not make it go away. How I wish that I had encountered somebody that sat down, looked me in the eye, took my hand, and said to me-"how are you really feeling? Let's talk about it." That person could have been a nurse. It should not only be the mental health professionals who are tasked with acknowledging our emotional pain.
As nurses you are healers. Healers turn toward patients and families during their pain. A warm gesture, kind word, or gentle touch reminds us that we are not alone and makes space for our suffering. While health care can (sometimes) cure, it is love that will heal us in the end. 
Sue Robins

Books-General
Birds Art Life by Kyo Maclear is a beautiful book that talks about the healing power of nature.
Traveling Mercies by Anne Lamott is my go-to book when I need some inspiration and humor.
Broken Open by Elizabeth Lesser is about when difficult things happen in life.
Radical Acceptance by Tara Brach is a Buddhist-inspired book that has helped with my healing.
Books-Cancer Related
In-Between Days is a lovely and funny graphic novel by Teva Harrison.
When Breath Becomes Air is a now-classic book by neurologist Dr. Paul Kalanithi about literature, medicine, and having cancer.
The Bright Hour by Nina Riggs is a similarly beautiful book about a woman, literature, and stage 4 breast cancer.
Mortality by Christopher Hitchens is essays about, as the title suggests, mortality.
The Wounded Storyteller by Arthur Frank is an academic book, but provided me a lot of insight into being a "sick" person and the value of telling our stories.
Illness as Metaphor by Susan Sontag is a classic book about illness identity and the language we use with cancer.
The Emperor of All Maladies by Siddhartha Mukherjee is the definitive biography and history of cancer-It is quite dense and scientific, but I needed to read it to understand cancer and its treatments.
Reading and Writing Cancer by Susan Gubar references a lot of cancer memoirs and speaks to the power of writing one's story.
The Cancer Journals by Audre Lorde-a classic book about the politics of (breast) cancer but is often quoted in the general cancer world too.
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